as a country, a nation, a people, in order to continue as the
luminous carrefour of a changing humanity.
At Kalami the days rolled by like a song. New and then
I wrote a letter or tried to paint a water color. There was
plenty to read in the house but I had no desire to look at
a book. Durrell tried to get me to read Shakespeare's Son-
nets and, after he had laid siege to me for about a week, I
did read one, perhaps the most mysterious sonnet that
Shakespeare ever wrote. (I believe it was "The Phoenix
and the Turtle."} Soon thereafter I received a copy in the
mail of The Secret Doctrine and this I fell on with a will.
I also reread Nijinsky's Diary. I know I shall read it
Again and again. There are only a few books which I can
read over and over—one is Mysteries and another is The
Eternal //&r&wfc£*Perhap$ I should also add Alice in
Wonderland. At any rate, it was far better to spend the
evening talking and singing, or standing on the rocks at
the edge of the water with a telescope studying the stars.
When the Countess again appeared on the scene she
persuaded us to spend a few days on her estate in another
part of the island We had three wonderful days together
and then in the middle of the night the Greek army was
mobilized. War had not yet been declared, but the King's
hasty return to Athens was interpreted by every one as
an ominous sign. Every one who had the means seemed
determined to follow the King's, example. The town of
Corfu was in a veritable panic. Durrell wanted to enlist in
tthe Greefc army for service on the Albanian frontier;
Spiro, who was past the age limit, also wanted to offer, his
services. A few days passed this way in hysterical gesturr
ings and then, quite as if it had been arranged by an im-
presario, we all found ourselves waiting for the boat to
take us to Athens. The boat was to arrive at nine in the
moramgj we didn't get aboard her until four the next
morning. By that time the quay was filled with an inde-

